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bridge at Devaprayag. Nor can I conceive of any-
thing more terrible than the swirl and roar of the
rivers here, where the steps lead down over the
living rock to the meeting of the Alakananda and
Bhagirathi. Wind and whirlpool and torrent over-
whelm us with their fierceness or voice and move-
ment. The waters roar, and a perpetual tempest
wails and rages. And as long as a thing is too much
for one's mind to grasp, does it matter whether it
is once or fifty times too much? Infinite is the terror
of the waters at Devaprayaga.  Victory to the
Infinite ! Glory to the Terrible !

The point of land at the confluence, is a rock
about two hundred and fifty feet high. On the top
is a temple with a very large enclosure containing
many shrines and sacred objects. How ancient is
the site one trembles to think, for the prayag is
dedicated to Siva, by a hundred unmistakable signs,
and the temple is of Ramachandra! This identity
of Rama with Mahadeva was a matter that held the
thoughts of Hindu folk a very very long time ago.
To judge by it, the dedication might be sixteen, or
seventeen, or more, hundreds of years old. That
the continuity of the site as a holy place has been
maintained, is seen, moreover, when one finds a
little Siva-chapel under this main mound, containing
images of Ganesh and of Devi, and one emblem of
Siva of the sixth to seventh century type. There is
a tradition that Sankaracharya visited Devaprayaga.
Well may he have done so. But he did not make